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Description automatically generated with low confidence]
How I love it when what I’ve known as a weed 
in me suddenly becomes a beautiful flower.
How I delight when the rejected part of me
Becomes my friend.
How I cherish the struggles that change my inner enemies
Into my beloved friends.
					Joyce Rupp	
This Sunday you’ll hear the story about the extravagant sower who threw his seeds all over the place and some of the seeds ended up in the most unlikely places. But that sower just kept throwing those seeds. Our extravagant God is the sower who tosses seeds of wonder and hope and doesn’t seem to care where they land, because our Creator knows that those plants will somehow produce good fruit. 
Honestly, I’m not always sure that’s true. These days I’ve noticed that weeds have been sprouting up. Weeds and more weeds keep springing up. 
At one time when I had a backyard as I sat outside enjoying the warm Arizona sun, I looked around and just couldn’t believe my eyes. Weeds were everywhere! These weren’t just weeds in the usual sense; these plants had become bushes and trees that were growing toward the sky.
Pink and yellow flowers filled some of the branches. Birds were resting among the leaves, singing, and just basking in the beauty of the weeds.
I knew these plants were weeds that took over much of my backyard. I realized that very soon I would be compelled to have them cut down and hauled away, but there was just something in me that thought I couldn’t just let them go. After all, they were lovely and had attracted a variety of warbling birds.
And that’s what led me to think about the poem Joyce Rupp has written about the weeds we have growing within us.
Each of us has a number of hidden weeds that we deal with every day. They might be the weeds of worry about our health or dealing with the challenges of getting older. Maybe we’re caught up in the weeds of grief and loss or the weeds of holding onto grudges and ill feelings toward others.
I think the message Joyce would like us to hear is that at some point our weeds might manage to transform into fragrant flowers. Perhaps we may be able to recognize the changes that we can make.
It’s not always possible, but it’s worth trying to get ourselves wrapped around the notion that our lives are worthwhile and that we have a great deal to offer ourselves and our world.
Weeds can often choke us if we let them, they can take over our lives and become heavy burdens for us to carry.
But if we choose to find some way to turn the weeds into flowers, life can bloom again. It might look a lot different from what we expect, but that’s the great part about change. It’s the unexpected surprises that can keep us growing and blooming.
And, we aren’t alone with this transforming weeds to flowers thing. The Spirit of the living God lives within each of us. The Spirit is nudging us along, encouraging us to find ways to move on and move forward.
God’s power of transforming love and forgiveness is present within each of us. 
After all our God our abundant life and love is still planting seeds all over the place and it’s fine for the seeds to land wherever, they are all gifts from a wondrous God.  
Blessings and Peace,
Pastor Diane
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